
dp Gpetben and o &
NE never hears of heroes now-- 1

ndnys." It was littlo Gretchen
who spoke sitting beside the
lire sowing on a new frock for

her great doll, Lily. "Ono roads of ho
roea In the Past, but In tho Present
'ih. no! And what ishall wc do for
heroes In tho future. If there nro nono
In tho present?" She Bald thla with a
sigh.

"Oh, there are heroes If only peo-
ple recognized them," said young
Harry, Gretchen's courln, who was
paying tho family a visit. ".Vow, I
know Just lots of boys who are really
and truly heroes. J;ut the world wants
thorn to do something tinusu.il ven-
ture In'o d 'iisvr of "inii klrd ha- -

ifi
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He dropped the coal to the
Tore it recognizes their worth. Why,
there's Fred Kinney, my chum, who's
a hero, If a hero evor lived."

"But what did Fred Kinney ever
do?" asked Gretchen, threading her
noodle. "I know he's a nice boy.
Mamma says he's a perfect gentleman.
But gentlemen aren't always heroes,
you know. Fred never saved one's
life or saved a building from de-

struction by lire, or saved a city from
destruction by a Hood! Ho's Just a
nice, good, handsome boy no better
than you are, Harry."

Harry's face turned a bit red at
this last remark of his little cousin's.
"I didn't say ho was better than I
am," ho spoko out boldly. "But who
knows whether I might not become
a hero If something Just happened to
let me try!"

Gretchen dropped her sewing, and
looked at her cousin, laughing aloud.
"Why, Harry," sho said, not trying
to hldo her amusement, "you'd never,
never bo a hero. Why, heroes don't
look Uko you, you know. Now, you
have light curly hair and your eyes
aro as bluo as mine. And Mamma says
your complexion is lovely enough to
bo the envy of any girl,

"And will you tell me If there Is
any especial or ioohb goes with a
hero?" asked Harry, a bit out of sorts,

"Well, the heroes on 'ho stage, you
:T.rniLTTOB:n::!nTC'3iin:ni!i:jRiK:inranRifflCT
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My lli.--t la u Mru
'1 hat tings blltlui and gay.
And wakes sluggish sleepers
At morn of each day.

My second a horsoman
Is oft seen to wear;
Though somo call It cruel,

or fvih It will tear.

My two Joined together
In tho garden does grow:
Hut I'll say nothing mora
Or my secret you'll know.

IHOHEAniNGS.
I. Behend something used In con-

nection with lire-arm- s and leavo tho
ondltlon of flro. 2. Behead a gar-

ment worn by wompn and leavo a
creaturo belonging to tho Simian fam-
ily. 3. Behead a roguo nnd leave
ti place whero travelers pitch their
tents at night.

ZIGZAG PUZZLE.
This zigzag contains seven words of

four lettors each. If tho words aro
rightly guessed and wrltton ono bolow
another their zigzag letters, beginning
wl'h tho upper left-han- d letter and
ending with the lower left-han- d let-

ter, will spoil tho namo of a forelgnor.
The cross-word- s are, 1. To bo wealthy.
2. To scorch. 3. A bird's home. 4,

Tl'0 cry of a goose. 6. Part of a split
lor C. A country homo. 7. Things
to bo r racked.

If tho 11I10M) shadow pnft'lics lire
rightly Joined, you will gvt a young
liorsenmii mounted on Ills bleed.

know," said Gretchen, resuming her
work, "are usually very tall and dark,
They look very strong and and
unusual, I supposo ono would call It."

Harry's tlmo catno to laugh now
Ho roared; then subsided and said:
"You seem to forget that our Unclo
Frederick Is an actor, and that he al-

ways plays horo-part- s, because ho Is
tall and dark and unusual-lookin- g,

and that ho's tho greatest coward
that's running at large. Didn't ho
faint when a boar came towards him
once? that tlmo ho was out West
In the mountains. Ho jets scared at
a shadow, but ho plays the hero
every night on tho stage."

"Yes, I'd forgot about I'ncle Fred- -

'

Moor and ran to Gretchen.
crick," said Gretchen. "But tho lire's
getting low. Won't you bring In a
scuttle of coal, Harry? Mamma said
we should not let the tire get too low;
and Cook Is out for tho afternoon. So
wo must look after tho house whllo
she's away. Mamma just ran across
the street to see Mrs. Landas, you
know."

"Sure, .111 fix tho fire," said Harry.
And he went to tho basement after a
scuttle of coal. Gretchen got up to
stir down tho cinders, preparing tho
bed of coals for tho new supply of
fuel Harry would pour Into tho grate.
As sho did so. the littlo doll-froc- k fell
upon tho edge of tho grate and j

caught in a blaze. In her eagerness
to savo the pretty frock, Gretchen
dragged it from tho grate with tho
poker. Tho burning thing fell to tho

'

floor Just at her feet. In another In- -
stant tho flame had caught hold oft
Gretchen's thin muslin apron, and was
running up towards her face.

Gretchen became frantic from fear,
and ran screaming Into the hall Just
as Harry, load In hand, camo up from
the basement. Ho took In tho sltua- -
tlon at a glance, dropped tho coal to
tho floor and ran to Gretchen, seizing
hold of hor and forcibly throwing hor
to the floor. Hardly had ho succeed- -
ed In getting his scienmlng and
fighting cousin down when ho Jerked I

Stretch of woodland,
mountains In distance.

brook and waterfall
ltocks conveni-

ently near. Three wood nymphs
seated on rocks, ono arranging hor
hair over mlrrored-wate- r.

Thistledown (ono of the nymphs).
I think tho world gets moro and
moro beautiful every day, my sweet
comrades. Just look at the foliage
since our dear friend, Lord of tho
Winter, has been hero!

Daisy (another of the nymphs).
Yes, and to think of pcoplo living
Inside of houses and Bleeping In beds.
Ha! ha! ha! Isn't It absurd7

Songbird (The third nymph). It Is
not funny, my dear Daisy. It Is sad.
But what round was that? It sound- -

II' din iiboo pictured words nro
rlglilly guessed, their Initial letters
villi spell thu namo of 11 creeping
thing.

AKnVEHS TO LAST WEEK'S
PUZZLES.

SYXCOl'ATWXS: 1. Swing sing.
2. Sorrow-sow- . 3. Shoot soot. i. I'rcach-peac-

ZIUZAQ PUZZLE: Holiday. Cross-
words. 1, Half. 2. Hoar. 3. Pill. 4,
Loll. fi. Itide. G, Lane. 7. Vale.

WOIID SQUAIIE:
S T A 11

T A L E
I , M A

It E A D
1'KIMAL AOHOSTW. Twain. Pic-

tured words. 1, Tlmo. 2. Washing, 3,
Artist, i. Indian. 5, Novel.

often parents who arc- poor In
SOtho world's goods havo causo to

feel happy over tho attltudo their
children tako towards tho humble
homo. "Oh, I wish wo wero rich Hko
the .Smiths," n boy or girl will say
or rather whine, for complaining
children always "whine" about their
lot In life. And tho poor father will
go from homo to his place of busi-
ness with a heavy heart, and tho
mother will go about her household
duties with a feeling of heaviness In
her breast, and wonder If. after all,
her loving solicitude for her children

pjiiucjijiuuu Hi tjitnil.
The fact Is, too many boys and girls

of today attuch all Importance to
.Money. They think more about It
and what It procures than they think
of their parents, home and future,
Few poor children aio half-wa- y con- -
tented with their lot. This Is very
sad Indeed. There Ih nothing In tho

coat and wrapped It closely In here, sho leading tho
about Her arms bound to her into the living whero hor
side, could not battlo against happened. Sitting down,

longer, and he rolled the rug, ' Ignoring Harry's suggestion that
which lay, about go and change clothc3 bo-do-

tightly. Gretchen ' foro return, she
was being smothered, said:
kick and to yell; but Harry kept
in tho rug for a full inlnutu before he
dared unwrap her Just enough to
sec whether tho flro was extinguished.

all right, Gretchen," Harry
said, after tho examination.- - Then ho
assisted his weeping and still fright-- 1

oned cousin to fort. "Oo for
Mamma!" cried Gretchen, looking
down at her burnt clothes. "Oh, I
fear burnt somewhere."

Harry lookod Gretchen over.
"You're not burnt a bit," ho Informed
her. "Your apron and a part of your
ill ess aro burnt, but aro not hurt.
So your crying, Baby-Bab-

Aren't you tho lucky kid come
unscorched? What if you'd had your
way, and kept running about, fan- -
nlng the flames? Well, you'd have
been In the hospital as quickly as they
could have gotten you there or some- -
uung worse.

Gretchen stood wldo-oye- looking
at Harry. Then something seemed
to como suddenly to her mind, "Come

cd like the approach of a lion or a
tiger or some other enemy.

Thistledown and Daisy (speaking
together). It did sound Hko the ap-

proach of an enemy. Lot's hide
somewhere quickly! (Tho two ran
behind a true. Songbird crouches
behind some rocks. A tall boy, dress-
ed In the garb of n iiunter, with gun
over shoulder, saunters upon tho
stago from the right. Ho whistles
as ho draws near to tho rocks behind
which tho nymph Is hiding).

Hunter. Whew! I smell the blood
of a a well, not of an English-
man; but of some foreign creature.
Mayhap I shall wing a fairy or a
nymph. This la called tho Enchanted
Wood. Tho aged hermit living In
yonder doll told mo not to venture
beyond that ravlno. (1'olnU toward
the stage wings from whero he came).
Hut It takes moro than an old dry-bon- es

hermit scaro 1110 uway.
(Thistledown and Daisy mako an

attempt to got through some under-
brush. They mako n nolso and tho
hunter rushes forward In tlmo to seo
them). Ha! ha! ha! Nymphs a pair
of thorn as 1 live! I'll capturu
them. (Huns to where they nre
caught In some entangling vines. As
Thistledown attempts to tear away
tho vines, tho hunter lays hold of her
arm. Sho screams and falls among
tho leaves and grass. Daisy stoops
over her, moaning. Then tho hunter
seizes Daisy. Shu, too, falls to tho
ground).

Hunter. Come, my pretty twInB,
arise and accompany mo to my homo.
I'll Introduce you pollto socloty.

mother and slstor will welcome
.such a lovely pair,

Thistledown (woeplng). Oh, please,
eruol humor, tako us not away from
our own country Mothor Nnture's
groat woods and mountains. Wo would
dlu wero wo housed like ordinary
mortals. We aro nymphs, and must

I llvo In tho opon, Havo mercy, oh,
hunter!

Daisy. Yes, you of tho hard, cruel
world, pleaso spare us. Wo shall
suroly dlo If wo attempt to go to your

I home. It Is tho of Nature that
nymphs shall novor enter a human
being's house. It would surely bo
tho end of them. Even touch
has caused us to lose all our strongth,
and to fall hulpless to tho ground,
PlcaBO, hunter, whoso aim In llfo Is
to kill and to entrap, havo morcy on
us poor nymphs! (Pleading ctltudo).

Songbird (ltlslng from her hiding
placo and pooping over towards her
two companions and tho I'll
crimp away and bring asslstunco, Tim
woods nro full of nymphs today, Thoro
aro tho Strong and tho wood
nymphs who havo reached ot
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world so sweet and so helpful as
tho Contented Mind and tho Ever- - j

Cheerful Disposition. If a boy or a
girl finds lovo and sweot contentment '

at homo all sultlclcnt, ho or she will
succeed In his or her chosen walk
of life. Why envy tho rich child?
It Is tho boy who struggles to gain
tho top that in tho end, and i

wins through sheer forco of his flno When boys girls aro dlscon- - The namo Is not an uncommon ono
personality and The tented with their homo because It Is throughout Scotland, and more fre-chl- ld

of tho rich parents has nothing poor, let turn to the blogroph- - quently Is It met with In this par-
te struggle for, nnd becomes i leal libraries men and ticular region. Tho above mentioned

off his Hnrry," said,
her. way room

she him danger
any on

sho her, pressing It sho her
felt that sho her mother should

tried to
her

to

"It's

hor

I'm

you
stop

to off

to

Into
My

Law

your

hunter,)

Mighty
auca

wins

moro than a wild money-spende- r, re- -
gardles3 of tho manner of his rearing,
JH 11 noi II iiuiwu uui) liny liiai
most capable fathers, who had to pave
their own way in life, handicapped
by poverty, havo worthless sons and
daughters, mero society money-spen- d

crs?
the right of boy, and tho

right kind of girl, help to mako
tho poor homo richer by their pres- -

"I was saying wo hail no heroes
nowadays, wasn't I ? Well, I have Just
had causo to become acquainted with
the greatest hero In tho world "

Harry stopped her. "I'm not any
more of a hero than I was half an
hour ago, Gretchen. Something hap-
pened which mado me do a little
quick thinking and quick work. Any
other person boy or girl, If they had
any sense! would havo acted as I
did. And, you know, I couldn't bo a
hero if I wanted to, for I haven't the
right kind of looks." And then Harry
was Just mean enough to laugh at
Gretchen.

Gretchen did not mind his laughing.
however. "I know I'm a stupid," sho
said, "or 1 would havo recognized the
hero In you long ago. Hut yonder
comes Mamma across tho street
shall tell her all about how I came
near ourning to death, anil how a
Great Hero saved mo. Kcally. Cousin
Harry, I havo causo to be proud of
you, and you havo cause to despise

In the river
SWIMMING day

for some kids.
But tho fun, 1 say,

"Is skating on tho river
When tho ice is there.

And the air Is nipping.
With snow everywhere.

"Some may like warm weather,
(1 do when it's here!)

But tho winter Is tho best
Just this tlmo o' tho year.

"Oh, such fun to snow-ba- ll

At recess, you know:
And to go

A littlo after four.

Then It's homo to supper;
My goodness, but It's great!

House so warm, and food so hot
Well, well, I should relate!"

wisdom and strength. I shall go fetch
them to savo my sisters. (Exits soft-
ly at left wing).

Hunter (stooping and laying a
hand upon Thistledown, who shrinks
away). Come, my pretty one, and
don't cause me to use moro strenuous
methods. (Lifts his gun). This thing
can not only hurt It can

Daisy. It can tako Innocent life.
Hunter! Ah, wo know tho power of
your weapon. It Is cruel, for It kills
where It Bhould show lovo and mercy.

Hunter. I have no tlmo to parley,
my nymphs. Arise, and follow me.
Como quickly. Wo must got away
from hero before tho hermit comes
to chase mo away. He threatened
mo owhllo ngo, should I enter tho
Enchanted Wood, saying that If the
creatures reigning hero did not sub-
ject 1110 to somo punishment, ho would
como and catch mo llko a rat In a
tra p.

Thistledown. Just as you aro trying
to catch us now. Hunter.

Hunter. But you aro not rats, my
dears. You aro two beautiful and
rare nymphs, creatures men read
about in fairy books, but whom they
havo never seen, I shall havo tho
honor and raro prlvllego of showing
to tho world tho first nymphs
ever seen by mortal man. Hollovo
me, I shall got a fortuno out of you.

Daisy. Woo Is mo! Woo Is my sls-- j
tor! Ah, why mako us unhappy
why kill us, to mako a fortuno for
yourself? Wo do no harm to any liv-

ing thing. Wo llvo In tho Enchanted
Wood, whero lovo and kindness rulo.
Tho littlo birds In tho trees aro our
friends, and sing to us all day

(Falls weeping to tho ground, her
arm about Thistledown's shouldors).

Hunter. A hunter must bo bravo
and fearless. Ho must never hear
tho cry his victim. Ho must never
seo Its bleeding wounds, nor under-
stand tho agony of Its Bufferings at
his hands. It is his work to entrap
and to kill. So, If you would not
nieot tho last-name- d fate, nrlso and
como with mo. (Solzes thorn both
roughly by tho arms und leads them
off tho stago at tho right).

Thistledown and Daisy (moaning ns
they disappear). And this Is the
hunter's deslro to rob creatures of
llborty, happiness and llfo! (As they
disappear through sldo wings of stage,
Songbird, leading two mulo nymphs,
reappears at lett of stago).

Songbird. Ah, wo nro ton late, my
frlonds. They havo been taken Into
captivity. Tho cruel hunter has lod
thorn to tho dwelling placo of men,
Thoy will dlo thoro.

First Malo Nymph. Ah, wo will
follow thorn, Songbird. Wo shall rea- -
cuo our dear onev, or loso our Uvea

WOOD NYMPHS, a two-ac- t

SCENE

ence In it. They will pursue thalr
studies diligently, knowing that It l

hard for Father to cam tho money
necessary for their education, and
Just as hard for Mother to keep their
clothes and their homo presentable,
When each member of a household
tries to "help along" things will be

and

them
rarely and read of

had
and

and

Hut kind
will

wood

long,

of

suro to "turn out right."

women who havo attained high and
honorable places In literature, art,
bCieilUU, ji....",
tho professions, and for tho most part
they will llnd they were tho children
of poor but honest parents, coming
from real obscurity. .Money cannot
dovelop the child, except Just as much
of It as Is necessary to defray tho

nt Vila..... ctmnln Hvtnrr nnn hisuAiiuii.---- a v..

educatlon.

IJiwerick.

'

1IKHE was a Big Doll In a swing:
Sho was a Chinese, named Lou

Sing:
And sho sat and sho sat.
In her cloak and her hat,

Which were mado by a man named
Poo Ping.

me for being a silly, silly thing."
"All Is well that ends well," smiled

TTn........r.r.. "n,, TA --,,,.u .

Indiana qmuhiy unu cnnnKing your
clothes beforo Auntie comes in, for
otherwise you'll glvo her a shock. And
there's no good doing that, as I can
see."

"You are a hero, Harry," cried
Grotchen, as she hurriedly ran from
tho room. "You aro big enough not
to want Mamma to know of your
heroism. You'ro willing to hide your
own ngnt, just to savo Mamma a
shock. Say, Harry, you are the Gen-
uine Article. And I shall toll Every-
body, I shall!"

And Gretchen disappeared In her
own room as tho hall door opened to
admit her mother. And Harry, pick- -
lng up the coal from the floor, said In
a merry way: "I split the coal,
Auntie. Scold mo If you want to, for
I deserve It. See, I soiled your rug.
Dreadful old clumsy, I am."

playlet
In making tho attompt to do so.
Which way do you think thoy went?

Second Malo Nymph. Yes, wo will
pursue them even Into the Danscr
Land tho land where ordinary peo-
ple live, and a placo always feared by
our own Which
way shall wo go, Songbird? (Nolso is
heard Just back of somo trees at
right. Suddenly an aged hermit ap-
pears beside tho rocks).

Hermit. My frlonds of the. En-
chanted Wood, have you como to somo
grief? Sadness sits upon your brow,
and your manner Is that of persons
In despair.

First Malo Nymph. Ah, good Fa- -

111 creep away nnd
ther Hermit, wo aro In deepest
trouble, A hunter, bold and cruol,
has captured two of our happy
band, our Thistledown and Daisy. Ho
has led thorn away, and by now. thoy
havo had tlmo to cross tho boundary
of our realm, nnd to enter Danger
Land,

Hermit. Wo shall see about that,
my frlonds. I shall lead you In pur-

suit of tho hunter. I, too, havo a
weapon. And It can KILL If neces- -

to do so In tho protection of
Innocent life. (Hermit draws from
his long cloak a sword). Como on,
my friends. Lot's bo In hot pursuit.
(They all exit, crying aloud In hopo).

ACT II.
Scono Bed room In ordinary home.

Hunter seen lying in bed, his arms
thrown outslilo tho covor. Ho Is In

a whlto night gown. Ab ho sleeps,
ho muttei'3 and frowns and tosses

H
R Glimpse the o?

Thomas flood, Poet

determination.

for

Nature-Creature- s.

Into Lcife

.V a fertilo valley lying along the
banks of the Tay, and betweon
Perth and Dundee, thoro dwelt a
poor farmer by tho namo of Hood.

fnrnier wnH fg, honest and hos- -

ptabje. n(s g00(1 ,lfo wa3 ng tnrittJP
" "Lr ana possessed or a quick
though homely wit and a keen sense
"i numor. indeed, it was from her
mat unomas Hood Inherited his ca- -
paclty for "doing, saying and writing"
humorous things, for sho was his
grandmother.

But Thomas Hood was not born on
tho banks of the Tay. In fact, ho
was not born In Scotland, tho land
of his forbears. His father, Thomas,
was tho eldest son of the family on
tho Tay, and soon left homo to be-
come bound as apprentice to a book-
seller in Dundee. His term of ap-
prenticeship having expired, he, In
company with another young man.
Journeyed to London to seek his for-
tune. The first few years of his life
In the metropolis lies In obscurity.
eventually, he went Into business on
his own account, becoming a partner
In tho publishing houso of Vernor and
Hood. The business prospored. young
Hood took unto himself a wife, and
a little family sprang up about them.
The subject of our sketch was tho
second son. He was born on May
23rd, 1799, at 31 Poultry, in tho par-
ish of St. Mildred, in tho City of Lon-
don. Of his childhood It Is said: "He
was a singular child, silent and re- -
ureu, wmi mucn quiet numors ana

with I
Is

delicate health.' At any rate, ho ; nd politeness peculiar to thatto have been rather studious I tlon; and I havo been amused with a
and given to much, and was pedantic schoolmaster from Perth,a good story-toll- er among the chll- - who went to London during va-dr- cn

of his neighborhood. Perhaps cation to Improve his English, and
his genius for a subtle humor was then sad was 'vary sure he wadna bo
developing. But so little of his early takken for a
boyhood Is known that even tho small- - stuay or character (I mean
est bit of Information concerning It amusing ones) I enjoy exceedingly.
Is quite Important. Tho following let-- Bnd haVfl an amr,l field for suecn- -
tor. written by John Wilson (author' - i

makes mention of young Hood.
"In 1814 my mother said to me,

'We will tro UD to Mrs. Hood'n nnil
. " ' . . .. .seo ner. sne lives at Islington ureon,

m an old Dricn nouse, yueen Anne's,
quite a day's Journey for us.' Wo
found Mrs. Hood and Master Thomas
at homo- - I fancy ho was sketching.
i was not mucn or a juago tnen
but nine years of age."

It has been Impossible to Identify
tho exact house In which the Hoods
dwelt for so many years during
Thomas' early and youth.
It was described as "a houso, Queen
Anna style, with a garden." But
there were so many houses answer-
ing that description, and In tho exact
locality whore the Hoods dwelt, that
ono as well as another might be the
place. During Thomas Hood's tlmo
there, Islington Green was a small,
rustic suburb of London. Today it
is a part of tho great city Itself.

Whllo In his teens Thomas was sent
on a mission of health to his father's
boyhood home. It was during tho
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children
about wildly. Enter from door at
right, a tall girl dressed liko a woman.
Sho approaches bed and lays a gen-

tle hand on sleeping boy. (Boy half
rises and rubs his eyes, crying out).

Woman. Como, Son, you havo
this morning. It Is almost school

time. Breakfast Is ready. Papa is at
the table. Come, wako up! How
strangely you look, Son.

Hunter. (Who is now an ordinary
boy). Why. Mother. Is it you'

bring assistance. Tho woods nro full
And and have I been
Whero whero ore tho two nymphs
that I captured In tho Enchanted
Wood? Did not I bring thorn here?
(Hubs his oyes nnd gets half out of
bed).

Woman. Well, Son, you have cer-
tainly had a strango dream. Nymphs!

Whoever heard of tho En-
chanted Wood and of tho Nymphs?
You aro still asleep, Son, Come, dash
tho sleep from your mind ns well as
from your oyes.

Hunter. But, Mother, haven't I
really brought two protty littlo
nymphs homo? Haven't I boon hunt-
ing In tho Enchanted Wood?

I toll you, Son, you've been
dreaming somo strango fanciful hap-
pening. Come, your broskfast will
bo cold, and Pnpa will loso pntlenco
waiting for us. Como, Jump Into your
bath und wako up, I'll run down

Christmas holidays. How long ho re-

mained at Dundee, or with whom ho
visited (no doubt unclos an
aunts) not known. Somo letterr

In

reading
up

he
Scotsman.'

boyhood

over-
slept

asleep?

Absurd!

Woman,

Thomas Hood, Poet.
of his, written from Dundee dirrlng
that visit, are Interesting, and give ono
a peep Into tho character of tho boy.
Ono Is given here. (The date Is "Sep- -
tember, 1815.")

"I tako tho pen for the double pur-
pose to amuse both you and myself
by description of whatever attracts
my notice. I am principally dlver'od
hero with the singular characters that
come to lodge hero In succession.
When I first camo we had a kind f
Itinerant minister, who loved his bot-
tle! Since then we have been en- -
livened by a French captain who pns
sef!se3 in an eminent decree the caletv

-.i a . n...inuuiii luii iiiuclicuuuui. ui vji ikiuuu ly
of character, their Ideas are also fre
quently of tb,e same stamp, as In tho
case of my hostess, who thinks that
rresn boef wm keep better than that
whlch Is salted but you will think
tnls notion took its rise In economy
and not m originality of idea."

After a long illness, Thomas Hood
died on iay 3d, 1345. He left behind
hlm a wfe and two children, a son
an(1 a daughter. He had always been
a 0vlng, tender husband and father,
and his dear ones never fully ro- -

covered from their loss, his wife fol- -
' lowing him eighteen months later.

SOME FACTS WORTH KNOWING.
CNSHINE Is ono of the greatest
of health givers, so allow plenty
of It to enter all the rooms of ths

home.
A tablespoonful of castor oil ap.

plied to tho roots of an asparagui
fern or palm will arrest Its dying con
dltion and cause it to put forth an

, almost magical growth.

stairs and get your breakfast on th
table. Don't bo flvo minutes. Do
you hear me? (Pats Hunter on head.
Then kisses his check and leaves th
room. Hunter gets out of bed slowlj'
and comically, making wry faces, and
rubbing his bare feot and his noso
Scratches head In sort of dream
fashion).

Hunter. And I really did think th
thing was true. Gee! I'm glad J

waked up. Wasn't I a cruel mon
Her, though, to want to steal awij
two dear littlo nymphs? And llammt
says It's absurd Enchontod V oo
and Nymphs! Well, I hopo they a
absurd, nnd then no hunter will ce

of njiuplis today."
succeed In doing what I dreamec
I was doing. But (Sniffs tho air
Huns to door nnd puts his head ou
and sniffs loudly). Ham and eggt
and hot mulllns for breakfast unless
my noso Is dreaming. And I don't
beliovo It Is a dream, for tho smell
Is too plain. (Pauses and stands In
mlddlo of floor). Say, you fooll
(Shakes himself rudoly). You smelt
that very ham and thoso very muffins
when you thought you smelt the blood
of an no, not an Englishman, but
of somo foreign creature. That waa
It. Gee I What a duffor I nro, any-
way. Come, got Into your duds
without n bath this time, and down
to thoso mulllns nnd that ham, or by
tho posers of hunger, you'll go to
school nn empty dunce! (Jumps ho-ht-

screen and gathers up clothes
us curtain falls).

Curtain.
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